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cursing, with nothing either in the landscape around or in the
companions of our way to relieve for a moment the eye or the
mind. Then an insufficient halt for rest or sleep, at most of
two or three hours, soon interrupted by the oft-repeated admo-
nition, "if we linger here we all die of thirst," sounding in
our ears \ and then to remount our jaded beasts and push
them on through the dark night, amid the constant probability
of attack and plunder from roving marauders. For myself, I
was, to mend matters, under the depressing influence of a
tertian fever contracted at Ma'an, and what between weariness
and low spirits, began to imagine seriously that no waters re-
mained before us except the waters of death for us and of
oblivion for our friends. The days wore by like a delirious
dream, till we were often almost unconscious of the ground we
travelled over and of the journey on which we were engaged.
One only herb appeared at our feet to give some appearance of
variety and life; it was the bitter and poisonous colocynth of
the desert.

Our order of road was this. Long before dawn we were on
our way, and paced it till the sun, having attained about half-
way between the horizon and the zenith, assigned the moment
of alighting for our morning meal. This our Bedouins always
took good care should be in some hollow or low ground, for
concealment's sake \ in every other respect we had ample liberty
of choice, for one patch of black pebbles with a little sand and
withered grass between was just like another; shade or shelter,
or anything like them, was wholly out of the question in such
" nakedness of the land." We then alighted, and my com-
panion and myself would pile up the baggage into a sort of wall,
to afford a half-screen from the scorching sun-rays, and here
recline awhile. Next came the culinary preparations, in perfect
accordance with our provisions, which were simple enough;
namely, a bag of coarse flour mixed with salt, and a few dried
dates ; there was no third item on the bill of fare. We now
took a few handfuls of flour, and one of the Bedouins kneaded
it with his, unwashed hands or dirty bit of leather, pouring over
it a little of the dingy water contained in the skins, and then
patted out this exquisite paste into a large round cake, about
an inch thick, and five or six inches across. Meanwhile
another had lighted a fire of dry grass, colocynth roots, and